8                MARRIAGE   IN   HEAVEN

Doreen was eighteen yesterday.

At eighteen most girls were out in the world.
They became somebody; they either went back to
a gay life, and lived a social round, or they took
on a job. Girls married at eighteen, thought
Doreen, and she was resentful.               * * **

It was so calm and peaceful in this convent
set on the side of the hill, with the view of the
Jungfrau through the cypresses in the garden. It
was a calm that she wanteci to destroy, for youth
loves change; it cannot bear quiet. She wanted
adventure. She was so young that she longed
to spread her wings and get away. She wanted to
be doing.

41 The world," the Mother had said only yes-
terday, "is a hard place. You should consider
yourself lucky to be so far from it."

Although she said yes, she did not think so in
her heart. She needed the world, she wanted to
see beyond the convent garden.

Here there was that innate peace, the peace of
rosemary and lavender. Beyond the flowers in
their tall herbaceous borders lay the little herb
gardens, where the nuns who tended the dis-
pensary worked The scent of mint, and of sage,
and of M old man " came to Doreen where she sat.
But it was unsatisfying.

Just lately she had rebelled so much.

She wanted to know about the world from which
she had come, why she had never gone home at
holidaj times like the other girls, why nobody
ttrer visited her. She wanted to know what would
liapp^when her time*here was done, and why
wasa*t it done now? She was much older than